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There comes the morning with the golden basket in her
right hand, bearing the wreath of beauty, silently to crown
the earth.
And there comes the evening over the lonely meadows
deserted by herds, through trackless paths, carrying cool
draughts of peace in her golden pitcher from the western
ocean of rest.
But there, where spreads the infinite sky for the soul to
take her flight in, reigns the stainless white radiance. There
is no day nor night, nor form, nor colour, and never never a
word.
Those who have heard any of these songs
sung to their original tunes or ragas will, as has
been said, still fancy they hear in the English
medium some echo of that wilder rhythm.
Indeed it seems at times as though the poet
had imprisoned the very trace of that dual
melody in the English words : the two musics
are there, as they only exist in true poetry,
whether it be verse to be sung or not.
Of the nature of Indian music itself, and
the aid it is able to give to Indian verse, it
needs an expert to speak. Mr. Fox Strangways
has given us, through the Indian Society, a
remarkable account of it in his book, The
Music of Hindostan^ which makes us under-
stand that the difference between it and our
own music is as wide almost as that between